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with its gardens and parks, that are gradually lost
in the desert that surges round the city far away to
the distant mountains of the Guadarrama, Sometimes
this strange Campagna seems like a great sullen sea,
strong and beautiful, that will one day overwhelm the
city, Under another sky it is like some terrible passage
of Dante, shaking the heart with its stony yellow stare,
its aspect as of an abandoned graveyard, an insatiable
morass, But it is quite another scene that you may sur-
prise when night has fallen, and the winds are at peace,
and the calm and pure sky, where the large few stars arc
like roses fallen from the bowed heads, the hurrying feet
of angels, leans over all that tragic desert, like the spirit-
ual life over the barrenness of asceticism, It is as though
God had hushed that marvellous world by a gesture of
silence and of benediction in which are conceived the wild
flowers of the spring,